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	Harry Potter and the Pokegirl League

_**My Notes**_: Hello Everyone and welcome to my first story! This story was inspired by the challenge from Kid Coheed for a Harry Potter crossover with the Pokegirl World Project. Before this story and researching what a Pokegirl was I had no idea what he was asking for, but the world that has been built was interesting and I decided to see just what I could do in this land of anthropomorphic girls. I hope everyone enjoys the story and I would love see feedback either good or bad. Thank you!

* * *

><p>Harry Potter gasped for air as he slammed into the ground, his back spasming as he was pretty sure he had hit a root. His green eyes blinked as he looked up at the star filled sky and tried to catch as much air in his lungs as was possible. He knew he should have been dead, he had willing walked into the killing curse sent his way by Tom Riddle, but here he was gasping for air and staring up through the leaves of the forest at the night sky anyway.<p>

He lay on his back in shock for several long seconds trying to come to grips with what was wrong, something was off but he couldn't tell what. His ears were straining for the sound of cloaks or joyous cheers from the Dark Lord's servants, Hagrid's sorrowful wails ranked eye on his list of expected sounds as well, but nothing came. Other than the wind whistling through the leaves and branches above his head he couldn't hear anything.

Groaning he pushed his way to sitting up, rejoicing in the stabbing pain in his back having disappeared as he got a good look at the surrounding trees. He wasn't in the Forbidden Forest, at least no place he had ever been before. The layout was all wrong and the webs of the Acromantula colony were gone as were the black robed Death Eaters and his half-giant friend. He was somewhere completely different and felt something twist in his chest.

'What about the battle,' he thought in shock as he turned to look in the direction he could have sworn he had come in. His green eyes swept the pathless ground and his heart freeze at the small silver ring band laying directly beneath where his back had been just moments before, it's black stone gem was cracked and seemed to stare back at him with a sentience all its own. This was impossible, the ring couldn't possibly be here when he had tossed it away just minutes before, a good distance from where he had met Voldemort and his gang.

His hand shook as he reached for the stone and clasped it tightly in his hand. Whatever was happening, it was somehow tied to the Hallows, he could feel it in his bones. His mind ticked over the events of the last year and he felt his mouth grow dry as he realized what had happened. It didn't matter if he chose Hallows or Horcruxes, the whole choice was rendered moot after he had disarmed Draco back at the Malfoy Manor. He had the Cloak and the Stone the entire time and had managed to gather the allegiance of the Wand when he pried Draco's from his hand.

He was the Master of Death.

The entire decision had been made for him by Dumbledore long before the man had died, probably when they had been discussing the ring last year. He wanted to be furious at the old man for deciding his fate but found that he didn't really care to think ill of the dead at the moment, not when there were bigger worries. He slid the ring on his left forefinger and finished pushing himself to his feet. He needed to know where he was and what was going on so he could make some sort of plan.

Rising fully to his feet just as the wind blew through the branches above, Harry suddenly felt something light strike his head. He closed his eyes in exasperation before looking down to see just what had hit him though he was fairly certain he knew the answer. Lying in the grass, pale as a bleached bone, was the Elder Wand, its long straight wood carved carefully to resemble the berry's that might have once grown from the very branch it was carved from.

Annoyed at the sight of the wand, which he had last seen aimed between his eyes, he bent down to retrieve what many considered the most powerful magical wand in existence. His fingers had just curved around the handle when he heard it. An odd buzzing sound filled the air along with a sweet smell that reminded him of fresh honey mixed with something he couldn't readily identify. Still kneeling with his hand on the wand his emerald eyes scanned the shadowed area between the forest trees as he looked for what might be causing it.

He blinked when he finally found a shadowed figure standing beside a tree a few yards away. He could instantly tell despite the distance and lack of light that it was a woman with long hair that kept being pulled along the sweeping wind. A strange robe seemed to hang off her shoulders and he could see through the material in the space between her arms and body but it was completely black as it dangled behind her legs and ended in a sharp point.

"He-Hello there," the wizard called out to the woman as he shakily stood to his feet once more. "I-I'm sorry if I'm trespassing but I'm sort of lost. Do you think you could, um, could you tell me maybe where I am?"

The shadowed woman didn't speak or even seem to move as Harry called out to her. Rather she simply stood with her hand placed on the trunk of the tree beside her and seemed to be watching him. She didn't even flinch as the strange buzzing noise grew louder and the scent of honey stronger in the air, not even her strange cloak moved despite the wind tugging at their hair.

The buzzing grew louder to the wizard's right and he turned his head to see if maybe he was about to be swarmed by bees but he felt his body go rigid at the sight that met his eyes. Another woman was standing there, closer than the first one and her strange tan eyes that reminded him of a honeycomb reflected the light from the glowing waxing move above while a pair of long black antenna poked out from the bangs of her black and yellow striped hair and dangled lazily above her face.

Her pale skin was smooth and seemed to glisten in the soft white light of the heavens with the exception of yellow fuzzy plates of what appeared to be armor that covered her biceps, forearms, shins and even seemed to grow from the bottom of her ribcage and up the underside of her well endowed breasts to just beneath the pink coin shaped areola and the jutting nipples to keep them from sagging. What he had thought was a cloak was pair of wispy wings that seemed to grow from between her shoulder blades and spin and hung down to the back of her knees.

What he had thought was the bottom of her cloak was a heavy and fat tail made chitin flesh and tipped with a long and sharp spike that he knew must have been a stinger. She stood, silently watching him even as the buzzing grew louder and the sweet scent continued to grow stronger.

Harry's fist tightened around the wand even as he swallowed the lump growing in his throat from the sudden sense of danger that was triggering nearly every alarm in his head though they seemed dulled by the hypnotic sweet scent that filled the air and the sight of a naked woman standing so titillatingly in front of him. He could see the muscles twitching beneath her skin as though she was ready to lunge at him at any moment when he least expected it. Slowly he began to step away from the woman, trying to rid himself of the cobwebs trying to entangle his mind.

He took a deep breath through his nose and found his knees growing weak from the scent filling the air and for a moment he felt like he was at the Quidditch World Cup again. He wanted to follow that scent and walk with the strange but alluring woman in front of him. He didn't know where she was going to take him, he didn't even care to be honest. As quickly as the desire came though he crushed it snapping out of the quick daydream to see that the number of shadowed women had grown. The two were now ten and though they weren't moving the wings hanging from their backs the buzzing continued and the feeling of being surrounded plagued his mind.

He turned to run but his eyes quickly caught movement from the shadows in the direction he was ready to run to and only the reflexes he had honed as a seeker allowed him to dodge the long green vines that whipped from the darkness just past his face. He heard the twin sound of something smacking against flesh and an earthly cry that sent shivers down his spine but he didn't really have time to worry about it.

A sudden orange light filled the space between the trees as a column of fire erupted into the air where Harry could see more of the strange bee-women furiously buzzing through the air. In the fire's light he could see three women quite clearly. The first had a strange light green tint to her skin with trimmed green hair that fell down to her shoulder blades. The green vines seemed to grow from the small of her back where a green flower bud the size of a coffee pot was growing. Her enormous bust was just as naked as the bee woman's though nearly twice as big and seemed to defy gravity as they refused to sag.

The woman spewing the fire from her mouth was stranger still. The front of her nude body was a light orange color that spread from her collar bones down the gap between her thighs. Red scales covered her face, arms and legs and a thick tail nearly as long as she was tall was tipped with a blazing fire. Her hair was an odd mix of crimson roots that grew into blonde tips and stood on end, waving in the wind and the heated gusts of her flames that gave her head the appearance of being on fire.

The last woman was the only one wearing clothes. Her long brown tresses were brushed back out of her face as her large blue eyes gleamed in the light of the fire. A white spaghetti strap top was pulled tight around her impressive D cup bust and a pair of denim shorts she wore were cut so high that he could see the pockets sticking out from around her muscular thighs. A pair of black hiking boots were haphazardly thrown on her feet with the laces still undone and no socks underneath. Strangely though, a red leather series of straps was pulled across her waist and ended in a black triangular piece of leather from which a thick rubber dildo stood erect, still glistening from recent use.

"Ivywhore, use Vine Whip and get him out of there," the woman barked at the green skinned woman. "Charmelon, keep the Buzzbreasts back until we can get back to the ranch."

Well, Harry knew most of those words but even then he wasn't prepared as the green skinned woman suddenly turned toward him and he felt something lash around his chest and arms, pinning his body in place as something snaked around his legs as well. Without warning he was suddenly lifted in the air and was pulled quickly toward the strange trio of women even as they began to move through the trees. The strange lizard woman kept glancing over her shoulder, occasionally releasing a gout of flames into the air, burning the canopy to ash in her wake whenever the buzzing intensified.

"What sort of idiot go wandering into a breeding preserve at night," the brown haired woman asked as she lead the two other women and the bound wizard through the trees. "Honestly how stupid can you be? Then, you go setting off freaky green fireworks within range of a Buzzbreast hive! Were you trying to get yourself assimilated?"

"Look lady, I have no idea where I am or how I got here," the seventeen year old snapped while sliding the Elder Wand in his hand into his pocket. "I was- I was fighting a war and got hit, the next thing I know I'm being surrounded by freaky bee ladies and then you showed up. Now, where am I, who are you and why does this lady have vines growing out of her back and the other one have scales."

"It's rude to talk like that to people who just saved your ungrateful ass," the lizard woman spoke up, turning her amber eyes toward him. "I am Charmelon, a Charmelon, the evolved form of Charmanda, and you are trespassing on Alpha Hilda's breeding ranch. We were in the middle of a taming session when we caught sight of your green light and saw the other girls running from the woods."

"I didn't mean to be rude, or trespass," Harry said honestly. "I've met a few magical creatures in my life, centaurs, mermaids, house elves and even Dementors, I'm even friends with a Veela, her names Fleur. I had no idea there were breeding ranches for people like that, it just never occurred to me that the Ministry would go that far. I just want to know where I am so I can get back to my friends, they're all in danger if I don't get back. There is a battle at Hogwarts, I would love to have your help if you aren't afraid to face Voldemort."

"Never heard of a place called Hogwarts or anyone called Voldemort, kid," the woman that Harry guessed was Alpha Hilda responded. "As for those things you mentioned, never heard of them either. Though a centaur sounds pretty close to a Ponytaur, maybe its a new evolution. I've heard of a high elf but not a house one and a Veela sounds pretty close to a Vesta if you ask me. You must come from a different league or something because I spent years as a Pokegirl trainer and never come across those types before."

The group was slowing down even as they broke through the tree line and Harry could now see a cottage standing in the distance with a huge fence lined with barbwire stretching in either direction as far as the eye could see. Numerous women were gathered around the cottage looking to be talking animatedly or in a few cases fighting openly. They were all as naked as the woman carrying him but with odd traits like fur or animal ears and a few even had horns.

"Oh, I am not in Britain anymore," the wizard muttered in shock from his place still suspended in the air.

"Wow, you are a freak," Hilda said as she stopped in her tracks to look at the boy oddly. Thankfully the buzzing had stopped some time ago and she felt safe to halt their progress. "The United Kingdom fell over three hundred years ago. After Sukebe started his war in Canada and America by releasing the Pokegirls, the World Council decided to rename the place the Blue League. By the Thousand Gods don't they teach you kids anything in school?"

"I dropped out last year," Harry admitted. "You could put me down now, I'm not a threat." He waited as Hilda looked toward the green woman and ordered Ivywhore to let him down. "Thanks. Anyway, something isn't right here. I was raised in the muggle world for ten years before I started Hogwarts and even then, something like the whole country being renamed would be pretty big news. What year is it?"

"Oh no, your done asking questions until I get a few of my own answered, trespasser. What's your name and what was that crazy green light you set off in my woods," Hilda demanded as she crossed her arms under her ample breasts pushing the up until they threatened to spill out of the top of her shirt, the plastic cock between her legs bouncing along with her movement.

The wizard rolled his eyes, feeling like a spy in one of his cousin's movies who had been caught and was now being interrogated. "My name is Harry James Potter, born to James and Lily Potter on July 31st 1980-"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa," Ivywhore said speaking for the first time in a lilting voice that set a hard contrast to Charmelon's smoky tones. "1980? That's impossible brat, the calendar changed to the AS, After Sukebe, system in the year 45 AS or 2047 AD. If you were born in 1980 you'd be almost four hundred years old."

"Four hundred years," the boy asked in shock as he stared at the green girl. Everyone he knew was dead if that was the case. The battle at Hogwarts, the Horcrux hunt, all of it was in the past if she was telling the truth. Ron, Hermione and Ginny would long be dead and buried, their bones turning to mill inside their graves. He felt the burning sting of tears as his eyes lost focus and he slumped to his knees on the ground. "It can't be true... it can't be."

The three women looked at one another in shock for a moment before the trainer turned breeder shook her head sadly. "Come on, kid. Let's get you inside and I'll get you a beer or something. I got the feeling that we're about to have a doozy of a talk."

The poor boy could only nod as he felt an arm weave its way beneath his own and he was physically hauled to his feet with surprising strength from the red and orange Charmelon. He honestly didn't want to talk. He had been up for two days straight, since before he and his friends had left Shell Cottage to break into Gringotts and all he wanted was to sleep but he had a feeling that wasn't going to happen.

* * *

><p>3 Months Later<p>

* * *

><p>The fact that the world he had sacrificed so much for was almost completely gone was not an idea that sat well with the young wizard even after the time that had passed since his arrival. As bad as Voldemort had been the knowledge that there was an even more depraved and insane wizard existing at the same time and had seemingly managed what the British Dark Lord could not often had him wondering if it was possible he could have done something to help save them all. While his mind tried to play out different scenarios where he might have stood against the North American mage, in his heart he knew it would have been useless thanks to the combined diseases of the Bloody Flu which had targeted human women and their reproductive organs as well as the Red Plague which had targeted the seemingly magical Pokegirl and Pokewomen population, it was almost a certainty that the wizards and witches of his time who had straddled the border of both races would have been hit with a one two punch leading to their extinction.<p>

Now, instead of the long lines of pure-bloods or the entry of new blood in muggle-borns, there were those born from the copulation between human and pokewomen who were said to be Blood Gifted or Blood Cursed. While society seemed to approve of the rare traits passed from the animal/human cross breeds usually in the form of an elemental power, those who were deemed as cursed usually had some sort of negatively viewed trait that was frowned upon. Girls born with a Blood Gift though were under threat of passing a Threshold in their humanity as the Pokegirl genes over powered their human DNA and turned them into the same species of their ancestor.

After the diseases and the war known as Sukebe's Vengeance that saw the mad perverted mage sending his armies of modified women into the world in order to take it for his own, of course, the world was broken into different Leagues by the World Council, an organization that had arisen from the United Nations to take control after the severe dip in the human population. The Leagues were a way for men and women to become militarized against the continued threat of the Feral Pokegirls who had continued to attack even without Sukebe's orders to follow anymore. Though the concept of Tamers, humans who could create a bond with Pokegirls through carnal actions, had existed since before the Leagues, the new governing bodies were tasked with registering tamers and indexing the species within their borders.

Over the last three months, Harry had gotten somewhat more used to the world he now found himself in. Hilda would casually go over the past three centuries of history as she had needed it in her youth to gain her own Trainer's License. The fact she could talk so casually to him as he blushed beat red watching her satisfy 'tame' her Ivywhore or Charmelon with a rubber cock was just one of the things he learned he needed to become comfortable with since he couldn't ride out her hospitality forever. The world was a far different place than it had been in his time and public casual sex with a pokegirl was seen as the norm and not just something to do behind closed doors especially since not dealing with the creature girls' libido could cause their minds to regress to a feral state, resulting in them joining one of the roaming packs and attacking people or towns.

The wizard was currently on his way back to Hilda's ranch from taking his own registration test with his hands shoved into the pockets of his jeans while he whistled to himself. The test was fairly simple with questions about the different species of pokegirls such as preferred diets, grooming and characteristics as well as a few history and geography questions about the Blue League, all things he had learned from Hilda while performing the mundane chores around the ranch while avoiding the flirtatious and seductive pokegirls who seemed to be drawn to him by his magic. He supposed it was only natural that they would look at him like they did, he was probably the closest thing to a 'pokeboy' they would ever see thanks to his status as a wizard.

Thankfully, being a wizard had paid off handsomely as he had still been wearing his mokeskin pouch when he had entered the Forbidden Forest to die. While the pouch was small and practical it was also pretty deep thanks to the enchantments placed upon it. He had found not only his broke Holly Wand, which he had repaired with the Elder Wand, but a small selection of clothing and his invisibility cloak. Surprisingly though he had also found Hermione's handbag, the one she had carried since Bill and Fleur's wedding with the extension charm, and with it was all of Hermione's books, the magical tent they had stayed in, and their school trunks. He had never been so happy to see Dudley's castoffs in his life and he could have laughed when he realized he had hit the treasure trove Ron had probably drooled over in his sleep, all of Hermione's under garments were there for his perusal whenever he wanted especially since he wasn't allowed to bond with any of the numerous naked women running around the ranch thanks to Hilda's rules.

His walk back to the ranch was put on pause as he came across a rather narrow river that he had traveled across earlier that morning. The two lane bridge wasn't that long and the river twisted in its banks around two softly sloping hills. The wizard paused and looked over the railing at the sound of giggles and found his emerald eyes feasting on the sight of numerous water type pokegirls laughing and splashing each other in the water, their tits glistening the sun while a few were laid out on the banks letting the sun warm them as they laid spread eagle in the grass luring one of the others to come and hungrily lick at their drooling snatches.

The seventeen year old, soon to be eighteen year old, just smiled as he watched the young women in their natural habitat and leaned his chin against his hand. There were a few Polishags, arm-less women with short trimmed sea green hair and dark blue skin, both in the water and on the shore. Their breasts ranged from c-cups to d-cups depending on their height and they had a white circle that enveloped their abdomens with a black swirl that specialists believed was a tribal marking as different families of Polishags had variations in their swirl pattern. A thin tail resembling a tadpole's hung from their waist, just above their perky ass cheeks, and hung down to their knees.

Along the with the Polishags were a number of Squirtitties, women with a soft pale blue skin and darker hair with a big red shell on their backs and a slightly pudgy stomach that no amount of exercise could get rid of. The underside of the shell lay across their stomachs and was an off-white shade that stretched from just above their bare hairless slits to the underside of their swollen breasts. The breasts, Harry had found out, actually contained water sacs, like the kind that ran throughout their whole body, which they could fill with a certain amount of water to inflate their chest and use for their Water Gun attack by either spitting out strong streams of water, or squeezing their breasts to launch the fluid from their sea-green nipples though that particular attack would leave them flat as a board as they used up their water.

He even spotted the evolved form of Polishag, Poliwhore. The taller blue woman had lost her tail in her evolution and gained a pair of strong arms much longer than a normal humans making her even more of a threat out of the water as she could now use a wider range of fighting type moves and had grown a long tongue that when extended easily dropped to lick and tease her nipples. Right now the Poliwhore seemed to be enjoying herself as she dug her lengthened tongue into the folds of a Whoreturtle, the evolved form of Squirtitties.

A Whoreturtle upon evolution lost the pudgy stomach and gained an hourglass figure like the Poliwhore did and even gained a cup size to a respectable C so that she could hold more water. The evolved turtle pokemon's shell had grown closer to her back and almost seemed to contort to match her body even though it was that much harder than its previous forms but gained a surprising amount of flexibility. Her hair had grown out slightly with tinges of sea-foam white beginning to spread at her temples. Not only had she evolved into a closer match of what she would deem perfection body wise but her water based attacks were even more powerful now that she could hold more water in her body.

For now the Wizard could only stand by and watch the girls play together in the wild his black hair swaying in the breeze as his cock tried to rip through his pants as he watched the Poliwhore's long tongue dance and flick about her lover's folds, tickling the clit with a few flicks of the tip before sealing her mouth around the light blue skin between the turtle's thighs and begin to plunge her tongue in and out of Whoreturtle's clenching cunt as she pawed at her tits in ecstasy. He had to wait to get his pokedex and license in the mail once he found out if he passed his test and they had said they would be sending him a starter set of pokeballs as well so that he could begin his journey.

With a sigh he turned and began to make his way back to the Ranch and pulled his attention away from the hot interactions taking place down below. The sun was beginning to set and he had learned quickly that night could be a dangerous time in this strange new world. He had no desire to be surrounded like he had been by the Buzzbreasts his first night without anyway to defend himself other than his wand. He wasn't sure what would happen if his magic crossed paths with one of the Pokegirl's attacks and thanks to years of studying magic alongside Sheamus, he wasn't sure he wanted to. Though, it was good to know that as a wizard he was sturdy enough to survive most mild explosions.

The sun was just beginning to dip beyond the horizon and the howls of the Puppy and Doggirl Pokegirls were beginning to echo out of the nearby trees as the gate fell shut behind him. His trek across the garden path was only interrupted by a sudden stop as a red furred Vulvixx chased after an orange and grey striped Kitten across the yard and nearly knocking him over as they raced by in a fit of mock yeowls and pitched laughter. Chuckling he quickly climbed the stairs of two bedroom cottage and slipped in through the door.

The sight that met the dark haired teen's eyes was not that unusual in Hilda White's home. The breeder was relaxing on the couch with her shirt pulled up over her gorgeous breasts while her fingers twisted and tugged at her pink nipples and her lower lip was sucked between her teeth while her eyes were closed in whimpering bliss. She was scooted low so her bare ass was hanging from the couch cushions with her legs spread and positioned on the edge of the coffee table while her toes clenched and curled.

The sound of women panting let him know exactly where her Harem, the name given to a trainer's collected pokegirls, were at. Indeed as he stepped closer he could see the fire-like hair of the reptilian Charmelon rising from between the Alpha's thighs as her naturally hot tongue flickered across the woman's folds and lapped the juices that dripped from her core while her amber eyes were locked on the human woman's face judging the level of bliss her actions were giving her master. Beneath Charmelon was Ivywhore, their breasts mashed together as their bodies were grinding against one another, her long forest green hair dragged the ground as her face was firmly planted between the human's tight round ass, honed from years of walking the trails and roads of the Blue League that stretched from Ireland to Scotland. Ivywhore's vines were lashing about as her four tentacle appendages, as wide as two of Harry's fingers and bulbed at end, were working their way in and out of two Pokegirl's holes, simultaneously pleasure both their heated cunts and their clutching assholes.

The smell of sweat and girl cum filled the living room which was nothing new as the whole house carried the aroma of the three's harsh fuck sessions, and mixed well with the live broadcast playing on the television of the Elite Four member, Lorelei gasping and panting as she was bent over the stone throne she usually sat in to reign over anyone foolish enough to challenge her team while her Frostwyrm's razor sharp claws tore at her red leather halter top as its hips acted as a piston, driving a monolithic two headed dildo into both their cunts. The magenta haired trainer was nothing but a drooling fucked stupid whore on the screen as her saliva leaked in a steady stream from her open mouth onto the seat of her chair.

Listening to the stuttered mewling of his host and the demanding roar blasting through the speakers as the Ice Dragon type pokegirl smashed her pelvis against her trainer's lily white ass on the TV screen, Harry made his way to the fridge to grab a cold long neck that he had come to appreciate and made his way back to the living room and dropped into the soft chair to the side of the couch before taking a long draw from the alcoholic beverage while his left hand fumbled with his belt and jeans so he could fish his cock out. Setting his beer on a nearby round table so that it wouldn't get knocked over, he began to slowly stroke his cock as he watched the brown haired woman knead at her breasts with one hand, her breaths coming in pants as her other had a death grip on the Charmelon's hair, mashing the fire lizard's face into her grinding snatch.

It only took a few tugs of his hand to get himself as stiff as he had ever been after three months of constant torture from Hilda and his own morals keeping him from taking the next step. Three months of some of the most filthy and sexy things he had ever seen and mind had constantly kept him from acting on what he wanted but not today. The sight and the bridge and now in the cottage mixed with the joy that he had hopefully passed his Pokegirl League registration test had him rising from his seat and moving toward the trio of women. He saw Hilda's blue eyes open as he put his foot beside her on the couch and swung his other leg up so he was straddling her and aiming his throbbing cock directly at her plump and bruised lips.

"Well, its about time," the Pokegirl breeder half mocked as she stared at the raging purple head of the teen standing before her. Her hand left her breast to wrap around the shaft of the man she had let stay with her and marveled at its rigidness and the veins she could feel through his skin pulsing with every beat of his heart. "Well, what are yo-GUHK!"

"Just shut the fuck up for a minute," the wizard growled as he slammed his cock into her warm wet mouth and released a sigh. Despite what Teen Witch Weekly had gossiped he had been a virgin when he had left to face Voldemort that night. Thanks to the likes of his aunt and Mrs. Weasley he had never even thought of pleasuring himself since it was supposed to a dirty act and sharing a room with four other boys didn't exactly cultivate the desired atmosphere to take care of his needs. So, he had years worth of pent up frustration to get out and he was going to do it now.

Harry shuddered as the older woman wrapped her lips around his shaft and began to slide her head back and forth. Her tongue darted along the underside of his member causing his knees to turn to jelly and his right hand to latch onto her hair. Her mouth whirled and twisted across his cock, her tongue lathering the tip as she used one of her hands to jerk him. It was like nothing he had ever felt before and his green eyes were locked onto her blue orbs as she gave him pleasure that he had never felt before.

With her mouth full Hilda was no longer giving off little moans as her pokegirls licked and spit on her pussy as ass, their own moans rumbling through her core causing her walls to spasm with each tiny burst of orgasmic bliss, but now she was moaning around his cock. The vibrations of her humming was nearly enough to send the teenage boy falling off the couch and his left hand flailed behind him for a moment before he found her tit and gave it a rough squeeze as he steadied himself. Every time she would throw her head forward on his length she gagged and spit as the his tip punched the back of her throat, threatening to puncture to her gag reflex and settle into her throat.

The steady sound of skin meeting flesh filled the room from the television speakers as the Frostwyrm continued to pound her fucked silly trainer. Her pale scaled tits bounced heavily on her chest adding to the sound and seemed to play a musical beat that drove the humans and pokegirls in the living room to follow the rhythm. Hilda's head bobbed in matching strokes to the Ivywhore's vines sinking into the pair of cunts that caused the girls to push into one another, their clits grinding just before the second set of vines would plunge deep into their asses and force their moans into their master's cunts.

It was too much for the young wizard who had never felt the stimulating pleasure before and he quickly threw his head back to stare at the ceiling, his own moaning roar of pleasure syncing with the Ice Dragon's on the television as he began to erupt into the former trainer's mouth. His whole body bucked and shook as his balls tightened against his body, the back up of years of frustration and abstinence burst forth in thick sticky ropes that bloated the woman's cheeks as she fought to swallow it all. Cum dribbled past her sealed lips and down her chin to drip between her mounds even as her throat worked on emergency speed to swallow the thick baby batter that she was certain would have knocked her up if it had been launched into her twat.

The idea of such a powerful young man's load warming her throat and sinking into her stomach caused Hilda to shudder and release her grip on the teen's cock making him fall back first onto the coffee table with a shout of surprise. Her walls clinched around the writhing tongue of her fire lizard pokegirl and she gripped the other woman's hair tightly while her thighs locked down like a vice around the lizard girl's head. Her back arched, thrusting her tits into the air as she screamed her release out, the sound punching through a film of Harry's cum and giving a gurgling sound to it as she thrust her pelvis into Charmelon's face beating the fire-lizard almost senseless even as she sucked and licked at the juices that threatened to pour from the woman's cunt like an avalanche before the trainer's body went limp.

Both humans lay exhausted where they were with Harry trying to suck in breaths as his head hung off the side of the coffee table with bleary eyes watching as the Ice Dragon Type on the television finally seemed to sate her needs and rolled her trainer to the floor letting the dildo slide free of her snatch. His mind was a blank slate as he just simply tried to exist in the moment even as his cock slowly began to deflate. Without thinking about it he reached his hand out for the beer that sat on the opposite side of the over stuffed chair where he had originally sat and almost jumped as the condensation glass smacked into his palm, spraying him with chilled flecks of water.

"I hope you... enjoyed yourself," the voice of Hilda spoke up over the pair of still rutting pokegirls on the floor. Her hand reached out to push the girls' faces away from her overly sensitive body. She tried to roll over but still hadn't gathered the energy to move as simply sat on the couch between the young man's stretched out legs and gazed at the television screen with glazed blue eyes. "So... how did the... test go," she questioned while panting for breath.

"Fine," the wizard breathed out as he lifted his head as high as he could and tried to bring the mouth of the brown bottle in his hand to his lips only to partially pour the alcoholic beverage over his neck and lower face where it ran into the hair along the back of his head and dripped to the hard wood floor. What little he managed to get into his mouth made him choke and sputter and he quickly dug deep for the energy to pull himself up into a sitting position to look at the older woman across from him. "I *COUGH* think I *COUGH* passed."

"That's good," the brown haired woman said before a yawn almost cracked her jaw. "I think, I'm just going to close my eyes for a second and rest."

"Yeah, I better go shower," Harry said and practically dragged himself off the table so that he wouldn't accidentally kick her if he tried to roll over. He wobbled to his feet as his legs still felt like over cooked spaghetti and began to make his way from the living room to the only bathroom in the cottage.

Ivywhore and Charmelon were still on the floor, the sound of the vines whipping through the air as the two continued to fuck without abandon between their master's legs. The two had switched from attacking their Alpha's most intimate spots with their tongues to exploring the depths of each others mouths as they gripped and pinched each others nipples. The two often outlasted their Trainer and probably wouldn't be done sating each others needs until sometime well into the night, their rough love making punctuated by the soft snores spilling from the ranch owner as she curled up on the couch for the night.

* * *

><p>The golden sun was peeking through the clouds, lighting up the breeding ranch and casting its rays down on the young wizard as he sat on the wooden steps leading off the back porch. A plain white shirt, he was certain it had belonged to Ron, was hanging from his shoulders and would have nearly reached his knees if he wasn't sitting down. He was surrounded by a combination of young Kittens and Puppies who were trying to tell him a story but kept arguing with each other over the details as children often did, though he couldn't help but to ignore the squabbling as he chuckled at some of the 'facts' the children were telling him.<p>

"What has you in such a good mood," Hilda asked as she stepped through the sliding glass door. Since the other night she had become much more lax in her style of dress and simply wore a white bikini top that strained to cover even her nipples, and a pair of bottoms that seemed to have been painted on rather than slid into that morning. In her hands was a box roughly the same size as the one Harry's new shoes had come in. The top half of the package was red while the bottom was white.

"The girls were just telling me a story," he answered. "The story of how the brave tamer, Harry Porker, defeated a wicked Basilisk pokegirl with the help of his lover and team member, a Phoenix, and how the two traveled the Blue League until settling down to start a family," he answered before he started chuckling again.

"Oh? And what do you know about it Mr. Potter," Hilda asked as she shifted the parcel under one arm, resting her free hand on her hip and raising an eyebrow. "That story is passed down through Pokegirl lore and its even taught to humans in schools."

Emerald eyes met her blue ones in challenge and the wizard couldn't help but smirk as he thought back to his second year. "First off, his name wasn't Porker, it was Potter, and I was twelve..."

For the next hour, the wizard found himself the center of attention as he told the story of his second year at Hogwarts to the kids and even a few older Pokegirls who had come to see what he was telling the children. He told them everything, getting it off his chest for the first time, from the meeting with Dobby the House-Elf and meeting Lucius Malfoy to the battle in the Chamber beneath the castle, even showing the circular scar on his forearm and the still stained black veins of his arm from the venom.

"So, then Fawkes cried into the bite and I got better," Harry said with a shrug and a slight smile on his face. "Tom Riddle's ghost was gone and Ginny got better, so did all the other people and ghosts that the Basilisk had petrified. My friend Ron and I both got special awards for helping the school and in the end I had to go back to the Dursley house again," he wrapped up the story.

"Wait, why did Ron get an award," a grey furred tabby Kitten asked as she looked at him with her brown eyes. "It sounds like you did all the dangerous stuff and saved his sister."

"Well... Ron helped me by clearing the path back and keeping that idiot Lockhart from causing anymore damage," Harry tried. In truth he didn't know why Ron had gotten an award except for following him down into the caves beneath the school. At the time he hadn't given it much thought since he had been so glad just to be alive, but it certainly seemed strange as he thought back to it.

"It will be impossible to get them starting trainers now," Hilda muttered from beside the younger human as her blue eyes watched the girls talk to each other while waving their hands. Their movements reminded her of the box she had sat in her lap when she had moved to sit beside the young wizard as he spun his story. "By the way, Hero, this came for you."

The black haired teen took the package and in moments had it torn open to look inside. A small red and white square device sat prominently in the middle of a cardboard guard with a thin layer of plastic settled over the top and a circle set in the very middle of the red and white sliding top and bottom. Pulling off the plastic he lifted the strange device and carefully slid it open to reveal what looked like a small television screen.

"Greetings," a woman's voice spoke up. "I am the Generation XXIX Pokedex for the Blue League. This Pokedex is registered to the Tamer Harry James Potter of the Blue League. Please wait while this unit begins connecting to the World Council's International Pokedex and begins downloading files on known Pokegirl Species within the area."

"That's pretty cool," Harry said as he set the Pokedex on the wooden railing and began to shift through the other items he had received. One of them was a strange watch with what appeared to me a black dot on top of a flat screen that blinked 12:00 at him. "Hey my Pokegear finally arrived. After I get the Pokedex set up, maybe you can help me with the gear," he asked his host nicely.

"Not a problem," Hilda said as she hopped to her feet and moved to stand beside him and peer into the box. "Lets see what's in here. Pokeballs, traveling papers, and a League license. You'll need to keep all of those on you in case you get stopped by an Officer Jenny."

"International Pokedex download complete," the Dex said in its feminine voice. "Pokedex will now begin synching to Pokegear registered to Harry James Potter."

"These new machines take a while to start up, huh," Harry asked casually as he lifted one of the red and white balls from the box and began to look it over. It wasn't the hard plastic he had expected, except for the white button on the front, but was soft and molded to his hand as he felt it almost like flesh in his hand.

"The old standard pokeballs went out of style a few years ago," the brunette told him with a shake of her head. "Some pervert came up with these things that feel like tits when they're closed. They only come open to either capture a pokegirl or to release them and automatically seal themselves shut again when its done. The new ones don't even shrink down anymore."

"Well that's... perverted," Harry muttered as he looked the flesh like ball over. "Well, I've got six of them so I suppose it will be up to me to catch my first girl," he muttered looking them over.

"There are plenty of girls here on the ranch for you if you want to capture one," the breeder said waving her hand to the fields and woods that surrounded the house. "Most of them know you and I'm sure they wouldn't mind traveling with you, Harry."

"Thanks, but I think if I'm going to do this, I need to just jump in head first," the wizard said with a smile at the breeder. "I'm a hero from an old world, and I think if I'm going to get use to this new one, I'm going to have to capture my first pokegirl from the wild. There's a group of water pokemon not far from here near the river. I think I'll try to claim either a Polishag or a Squirtitty."

The brunette nodded. "Those are good starters so long as your careful. They have a tendency to wear a trainer out in groups and can become quiet insatiable."

"See, it will be a good learning experience," the teen said with a smirk that earned him a cuff across the back of the head for his troubles.

"Whatever, come on, I'm sure Charmelon has dinner ready by now," the older woman said as she began to walk toward the sliding door again. "I'm sure you'll be interested in dessert tonight," she added with a glance over her shoulder and gave her tight round ass a little shake in his direction before disappearing into the shadows of the cottage.

"Oh, you dirty girl," Harry moaned as he slid the pokegear around his wrist and shoved the pokedex into his pocket before grabbing the box with his papers and pokeballs and gave chase.

* * *

><p><strong>Please remember to leave a review!<strong>

** V**


End file.
